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One 


Author's Notes: 
Blame Lia-she called him Buttercheeks one night and this is what happened. 


"So enough for today?" Andi frowned. "Already?" 
Dari stood up and stretched. "Is for me." 


Markus lifted his bass strap over his head, flipping off his amps and setting the bass on its stand. "Ja, | think | 


am done." 
"Come on! One more!" 
Weiki rolled his eyes. "Just because you are happy like a duck in water does not mean everyone is, Andi.’ 


"Come on! Sascha!" 


"Sascha is tired, Andi." Sascha set his guitar down, rolling his head to crack his neck. 

Andi sighed, dropping onto a stool. "Old men. | play with old men 

"We are not old, Andi, we just do more work." Dani ducked away from the playful swipe Andi made at him. 
Sascha grinned. "Ja, we do. You only sing part of the time, we are always having to play." 

"Old men, all old men" Andi pouted, crossing his arms over his chest. 

Weiki lit a cigarette and looked at him with narrowed eyes. “This old man is going for pizza. Anyone else?" 
"I'll come." Sascha grabbed his jacket. 

"Me too," Dani picked up his as well, "as long as you do not try to make me eat that tropical kind." 

"What is wrong with it?" 

Arguing the merits of tropical pizza, Weiki led the other two out the door. 

Andi sighed again. 

Markus shook his head, looking at the singer with affection. "What is it, Andi?" 

| have nothing to do." 

"Poor little Andi." Markus ruffled his hair, making Andi swear and slap at his hand. 

"Do not do that! It is leaving fast enough without you rubbing it of!" 

Markus cocked an eyebrow at him. "You hit me?" 

‘| tried to hit you, but | missed" Andi rolled his eyes. "Why are you not scurrying out the door with them?" 
Markus shrugged. "I thought | would stay for a while." 


"You do not have to stay if you would rather go." Still pouting, Andi got up and wandered out of the booth, 
heading for the kitchen. 


Markus held his arms out, rolling his eyes in a "why me" look. "Andi, stop being a baby!" Following him down the 
hall, he found him sitting in the kitchen, his elbows resting on the table with his chin on his palms. Markus 
snorted, sitting down next to him. "Stop pouting.” 


"Nein. | want to pout.” 

Markus poked him in the side, laughing when he jumped. "Stop pouting.” 
"Nein! And do not poke me!" 

Markus poked him again, this time in the arm. 

Andi glared at him. "You are making me pissed!" 


Markus waited until Andi looked away and then stuck his finger in his mouth, drawing it out and poking it in 


Andi's ear. 


"Ah!" Wiping at his ear, Andi jumped from the chair, his eyes shooting daggers at the howling bassist. "That 
was disgusting!" 


"You are a grouch." 

Andi shot him the finger. 

Markus stopped laughing and tilted his head. "Is that an invitation?" 
Andi snorted. "Is a fuck you." 

Markus grinned. "So fuck me." 

Andi's pout disappeared, replaced by a wicked smile. "Really?" 
"Really." 

Andi pounced. 


Clothes flew, hands and mouths everywhere as they staggered back and forth through the kitchen, somehow 
ending up with Markus bent over the table as Andi moved behind him, both naked and hard. 


"Wait! Lube!" 
Andi swore, looking around. "Is nothing..wait!" 


Going to the small fridge, Andi opened the door and dug around, letting out a happy yelp when he found what 
he was searching for. Coming back to Markus, he grinned. "Found something." 


Markus rolled his eyes when he saw what was in Andis hand. "Only you, Andi, only you." 


The next day found them all gathered in the kitchen while taking a short break. Andi was making coffee, Sascha 
and Dani arguing over who had the most hits on their new websites, Markus idly drawing rings on the table 
with his finger. 

Weiki was rummaging in the fridge, cursing none too quietly. 

"What are you trying to find?" 

"Butter." 

Markus choked, Andi snorting and looking away quickly. 

Weiki straightened up, the familiar Weiki Glare shifting between them. "Do | even want to ask?" 

Andi grinned at a rather red faced Markus. "Do you want to tell him, Buttercheeks?" 

Sascha and Dani stared at Markus, mouths open. 

Weiki rolled his eyes and shut the fridge. "I knew | did not want to know." Reaching in his pocket for his smokes, 
he shook his head, pulling one from the pack and lighting it, blowing a plume of smoke before raising an 


eyebrow at Markus. "Buttercheeks." 


Markus could only grin. 


